A WINDOW IN THRUMS
her was she ben in the room. With her hus-
band, Hendiy, or their only daughter, Leeby,
to lean upon, and her hand clutching her
staff, she took twice a day, when she was
strong, the journey between her bed and the
window where stood her chair. She did not
lie there looking at the sparrows or at Leeby
redding up the house, and I hardly ever heard
her complain. All the sewing was done by
her; she often baked on a table pushed dose
to the window, and by leaning forward she
could stir the porridge. Leeby was seldom
off her feet, but I do not know that she did more
than Jess, who liked to tell ane, when she had a
nxracnt to spare, that she had a terrible lot
to be thankful for.

To those who <Jwell in great cities Thrums
it only a small place, but what a clatter of life
it has for me when I come to it from my school-
borne in the giesu Had my lot been cast in a
* town I would no doubt have sought country
fwrti during my September holiday, but the
school-boose is cpifet wen when the summer